EVENING

" Sneering at you ? " she echoed. " How ridiculous of
you to think that. And what do you mean by a pleasant
interlude ? "

" You know perfectly well what I mean. What else
could it be for a drunken failure like me ? I can't afford
to spend my time philandering round you like . . ."he
hesitated. Here was the perfect occasion to read her a
lecture about Drimys. But he did not finish the sentence,
He jumped up from his chair and sat beside her on the
settee. She was leaning back in the corner and drawing
him closer with her eyes each fraught moment. A petal
of the oleander, shaken by the violence of his move-
ment, fluttered down and lay in the hollow beside her
neck.

"Ugh! What is it?" she shuddered, twisting her
head to see.

" Only one of your flowers, Georgie," he murmured,
as he put his hand out to pick off the petal ; but when
his fingers touched her he let his hand grasp the top of
her shoulder and pressed the petal into the hollow of the
bone.

" Am I hurting you ? "

She shook her head faintly. Through the leaves of the
oleander the rose-fired opening of her bedroom seemed to
grow wider. And looking at her lips he saw that they, too,
were slowly parting and that her eyelids were beginning
to droop. He let his hand slide down the length of her
soft surrendering form. She sighed and nestled back.

" Oh, Georgie, this is folly," he cried, and crying so
sprang up to gather her into his arms.

From the table beside the settee the telephone sounded
shrilly.
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